lo*                   CONTARINI FLEMING:

all I ask is only for your good. Answer me, Contarini; ]
request that you answer me. Were you uncomfortable?
Were you unhappy ?'

' I am always unhappy/ I replied, in a gloomy tone.

My father moved round his chair. i You astonish me,
Contarini! Unhappy! always unhappy! Why are you
unhappy ? I should have thought you the happiest boy of
my acquaintance. I am sure I cannot conceive what makes
you unhappy. Pray tell me. Is there anything you want ?
Have I done, has anybody done anything to annoy you ?
Have you anything upon your mind ?'

I did not answer; my eyes were still fixed upon the
ground, the tears stealing down my cheek, tears not of
tenderness but rage.

* My dear Contarini/ continued my father, * I must in-
deed earnestly request you to answer me.    Throughout life
you have never disobeyed me.    Do not let to-day be an
epoch of rebellion.    Speak to me frankly ; tell me why you
are unhappy.

* Because I have no one I love, because there is uo one
who loves me, because I hate this country, because 1 hate
everything and everybody, because I hate myself.'    1 rose
from my seat and stamped about the room.

My father was perfectly astounded. He had thought
that I might possibly have got into debt, or had a silly
quarrel; but he did not lose bis self-command.

4 Sit down, Contarini/ he said, calmly. ' Never give
way to your feelings. Explain to me quietly what all this
means. What book have you been reading to fill your
head with all this nonsense ? What could have so suddenly
altered your character ?'

' I have read no book ; my character is what it always
was, and I have only expressed to-day, for the first time,
what I have ever felt. Life is intolerable to ine, and J
wish to die.'